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and the instinct of thy former birth Is clouded ovef
and effaced, by thy meeting with this other woman
in the morning of this very day. Alas 1 how small,
how very small, the interval of space and time
that divides the paradise of joy from the dungeon
of despair! For had this our reunion been sooner
by only a single day, I should have caught thy
heart before it had been occupied by this all too
fortunate other woman, who now holds it like a
fortress, garrisoned by a prior claim. But what is
this priority of claim ? Can she, who by thy own
confession has known thee only a single day, dare
to dispute priority with the darling of thy former
birth *>? Wilt thou break thy faith with me, to
keep thy faith with her ? Aye I and wilt thou,
after all, gain so much by the exchange? Is she
beautiful, then, this other woman? But I am beau-
tiful, too? And she stood up, and looked at Aja
with her head thrown back and proud eyes, as
though to challenge his condemnation of her owr
consummate beauty. And she said again: Is she,

P Though, in Europe, this insidious appeal might lack force,
it is otherwise in India: whose millions doubt their former
birth no more than they doubt their own existence. It is
not long since a woman in Cutch burned herself with her
own dead son, because, she averred, he had been her husband
in her former birth.